














THE COMPANION. 





No. XXIV. WEDNESDAY, JUNE 18, 1828. 








<< Something alone yet not alone, to be wished, and only 
to be found, in a friend.”—Sirn Wittram Temp ce. 








REDIS BACCHUS IN TUSCANY. 


Rept, a celebrated naturalist and wit-poet of Italy, was physician 
to the Grand Dukes of Tuscany in the times of Charles and James 
the Second. He was a great experimentalist, and overthrew the 
doctrine of equivocal generation: but our business at present is 
with his poem of Bacco in Toscana, which he wrote on the Tuscan 
wines, and which is one of the most popular pieces of wit in Italy. 
Some years ago, Mr Mathias, the celebrated Italian scholar, pub- 
lished an edition of this in London. We no sooner saw it, than 
we longed to decanter it into English; but circumstances prevented 
us, till we happened to pay a visit to the poet’s own country, when 
we proceeded to indulge ourselves accordingly, and dispatched the 
version home. It is said however that Italian wines will not keep 
in their exportation; and our transfusion certainly did not. hold 
good.. The bottle fell broken from the wine-press. To drop our 
metaphor, the translation of the Bacco in Toscana did not succeed. 
It would perhaps have been unreasonable to expect that it should, 
considering the nature of the subject, the English having. no 
cognizance of Italian wines, and not caring for what they never 
tasted. Furthermore, whether the poem was calculated to succeed 
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or not, our own version may not have been the one to make it do 
so. But we confess we are willing to discover some further reason 
for a non-success so entire, as to enable us to venture the present 
summary of the poem with the reader, in default of being well 
enough to do better. And this reason, we think, may be two-fold; 
first, a newness and inaptitude to his work on the part of the 
publisher, who had been used to greater tasks; and second, the 
extraordinary fact of its being published with upwards of fifty 
mistakes of the press, and many of those of the most extraordinary 
and confounding description. We blame nobody for these acci- 
dents. The private circumstances under which the publication 
took place, partook of the extraordinary nature of the rest; the 
publisher, as well as the author, was occupied with many cares; 
the author was in another country; and the appearance of the 
work, after being delayed a year, could be hardly said to have 
been one after all. Of the extent to which the mistakes were 
carried, the reader may judge by the following specimens. 
‘ Plebeian home,” at p.6 of the book, ought to be “ plebeian 
Rome.” An old stony giggiano (a reverend mystery at p. 15) should 
be “And old stony Giggiano” (a place so called.) A line (“* And 
much agrees with—”) where an unseasonable hiccup cuts it short 
(for the worst of it is, that in a poem of this kind, people suppose 
such mistakes a part of the joke) ought to be 


«* And much agrees with me.” 


sl 


Mr Lamb, in the notes, at p. 59, is made to say that Bacchus’s true 
Indian conquest ‘‘ warms the West,” instead of ‘was from the 
West.” At p. 96, it is observed, that ‘“‘ the French began to 
speak with admiration of Milton, partly because Voltaire wanted 
them to like epics of all sorts, for the sake of puzzling opinion, 
and introducing the steanade.” This is the Henriade! And at 
p- 139, where there is an endeavour to shew that a novelist is not 
likely to be a great poet, from a want of a turn for cuncentration, 
Boccaccio in his style is said to be “ over close and succinct,” 
instead of “ never close and succinct.” We do not wish to lay 
any more stress on these matters than our present purpose requires, 
and can join very heartily in laughing at them. We wish we had 





~ .% ret 45 


nw 














THE COMPANION. 339 


never given printers in our time more cause to complain of us, 
than they have given us reason to find fault with them. But 
when our poor version, besides not being calculated to be popular 
in itself, finds its intention of being agreeable turned into these 
involuntary distortions,—has scores of blotches inflicted on the 
likeness it intends to represent,—an éye or so jammed in,—and a 
shrewd cut given to its hamstring when preparing to dance,—it 
may reasonably say to our friends in private (for such we always 
feel inclined to consider the readers of this paper)—‘“ I am not 
exactly what I have been taken for; and if you will allow me, I 
will shew you as much.” 

To proceed then with our summary. 

The poet feigns, that Bacehus, in taking his divine circuits 
about the globe, comes and seats himself with Ariadne on the lawn 
before the Grand-Ducal mansion in the neighbourhood of Florence. 
The object of the God is to see how the Tuscan wines go on, and 
to give his opinion of them. They are served up to him: he drinks 
and criticises, and at length (like a proper Bacchus of the time of 
Charles II) gets drunk, and fancies himself going in a boat. 


“After all (says the Preface) what is the ‘ Bacco in Toscana?’ It is an ori- 
ginal, an effusion of animal spirits, a piece of Bacchanalian music. This is all; 
but this will not be regarded as nothing, by those who know the value of ori- 
ginality, and who are thankful for any addition to our pleasures. Common 
critics may chuse to confess, that they see as little in it as they undoubt- 
edly do see. Good-natured intelligence is always willing to find some- 
thing to be pleased with; and the poet, truly so called, discovers the 
merit that exists in anything really good, because he has an universal 
sympathy. I wish that, by any process not interfering with the spirit of 
my original, I could make up to the English reader for the absence of that 
particular interest in a poem of this kind, which arises from its being 
national. But this is impossible; and if he has neither a great under- 
standing, nor a good nature that supplies the want of it; if he is deficient 
in animal spirits, or does not value a supply of them; and above all, if he 
has no ear for a dancing measure, and no laughing welcome for a sudden 
turn or two at the end of a passage—our author’s triumph over his cups 
will fall on his ear like ‘a jest unprofitable.’ I confess I have both 
enough melancholy and merriment in me to be at no time proof against a 
passage like the following :— 
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‘* Non fia gia che il Cioccolatte 
V’ adoprassi, ovvero il Te : 
Medicine cosi fatte 
Non saran giammai per me. 
Berverei prima il veleno, 


Che un bicchier che fosse pieno 


De l’amaro e reo Caffe. 

Cola tra gli Arabi, 

E tra i Giannizzeri, 

Liquor s) ostico, 

Si nero e torbido, 

Gli schiavi ingollino: 

Git nel Tartaro, 

Git nel Erebo 

L’empie Belidi l’inventarono ; 
E Tesifone, e l’ altre Furie 

A Proserpina il ministrarono : 
E se in Asia il Musulmanno ° 
Se lo cionca a precipizio, 
Mostra aver poco giudizio.” 


“* Cups of Chocolate, 


Aye, or Tea, 

Are not medicines 

Made for me. 

I would sooner take to poison 

Than a single cup set eyes on 

Of that bitter and guilty stuff ye 

Talk of by the name of Coffee. 

Let the Arabs and the Turks 

Countit ’mongst theircruel works: 

Foe of mankind, black and turbid, 

Let the throats of slaves absorb it. 

Down in Tartarus, 

Down in Erebus, 

*Twas the detestable Fifty in- 
vented it ; 

The Furies then took it, 

To grind and to cook it, 

And to Proserpine all three pre- 
sented it. 

If the Mussulman in Asia 

Doats on a beverage so unseemly, 

I differ with the man extremely.” 


The anathema against Beer is celebrated; and if spoken of small 
beer, the epithet squalid must be allowed to be admirable. As 
for ale and cyder, an Italian of those days, visiting England, might 
reasonably have objected to them from the habit of drinking his 
dinner-wines ; but we can only say at present, that bottled porter 
is in much request among his descendants. If Redi gave his 
opinion from anything but report, the beer and cyder he speaks of 
were probably as bad as importation could make them. 


** Chi la squallida Cervogia 
A le labbra sue congiugne, 
Presto muore, o rado giugne 
A I eta vecchia e barbogia, 
Beva il Sidro d’ Inghilterra 
Chi vuol gir presto sotterra: 
Chi vuol gir presto a la morte, 
Le bevande usi del Norte. 
Fanno i pazzi beveroni 


“There’s a squalid thing call’d 


Beer :— 
The man whose lips that thing 
comes near 
Swiftly dies ; or falling foolish, 
Grows, at forty, old and owlish. 
She that in the ground would hide 
her, ; 
Let her take to English Cyder : 
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Quei Norvegi, e quei Lapponi. He who'd have his death come 


Quei Lapponi son pur tangheri, quicker, 

‘Son pur sozzi nel lor bere : Any other northern liquor. 
Solamente nel vedere, Those Norwegians and those Laps 
Mi fariano uscir de* gangheri. Have extraordinary taps : 

Ma si restin col mal die Those Laps especially have strange 
Si profane dicerie, faneies : 

E il mio labbro profanato To see them drink, 

Si purifichi, s’immerga, I verily think 


Si sommerga 

Dentro un pecchero indorato 
Colmo in giro di quel vino 
Del vitigno 

Si benigno, 

Che fiammeggia il Sansavino.” 


Would make me lose my senses. 

But a truce to such vile subjects, 

With their impious, shocking ob- 

jects. 

Let me purify my mouth 

In an holy cup o’ the south ; 

In a golden pitcher let me 

Head and ears for comfort get me, 
. And drink of the wine 

Of the vine 

Benign, 

That sparkles warm in Sansovine.’? 


Bacchus, the season being hot, must have ice to his wine; and 
orders his Satyrs in fine rock-splitting style, to go and hew some 
for him out of the grotto of Boboli. We join the original to 
these extracts, partly in the hope of shewing that we have done 
justice to it, and partly as a temptation to study for the lovers of 
Italian. 


“« Torniam noi trattanto a bere : 
Ma con qual nuovo ristoro 
Coronar potrd ’1 bicchiere 


*“* Meanwhile let’s 
drinking ; 
But with what fresh wine, and 


renew our 


Per un brindisi canoro? glorious, 
Col topazio pigiato in Lamporec- Shall our beaded brims be wink- 
chio. ing, 


‘* Ch’ @famosocastel perquel Masetto, For an echoing toast victorious ? 

















A inghirlandar le tazze or m’ ap- 
parecchio: 

Purche gelato sia, e puretto, 

Gelato, quale a la stagion del gielo 

fl pit freddo Aquilon fischia pel 


cielo. 


You know Lamporecchio, the cas- 
tle renown’d 

For the gardener so dumb, whose 
works did abound ; 

There ’s a topaz they make there; 
pray let it go round. 
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Cantineétte, ¢ cantimplore 
Stieno in pronto a tutte I’ ore 
Con forbite bombolette 
Chiuse e strette tra le brine 


De le nevi éristalline. 


Son le nevi il quinto elemento, 
Che compongono il vero bevere. 
Ben & folle chi spera ricevere 


Senza nevi nel bere un contento: 


Venga pur da Vallombrosa 
Neve a josa : 

Venga pur da ogni bicocca 
Neve in chiocca. 

E voi, Satiri, lasciate 

Tante frottole, tanti riboboli, 
E del ghiaccio mi portate 


De la grotta nel monte di Boboli. 


Con alti piechi 

De’ mazzapicchi 

Dirompetelo, 

Sgretolatelo, 

Infragnetelo, 

Stritolatelo, 

Finché tutto si possa risolvere 

In minuta freddissima polvere, 
Che mi renda il ber pit fresco 
Per rinfresco del palato, 

Or ch’io son mortoassetato.”’ 
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Serve, serve me a dozen, 

But let it be frozen ; 

Let it be frozen, and finished with 
ice, 

And see that the ice be as vir- 
ginly nice, 

As the coldest that whistles from 
wintery skies. 

Coolers and cellarets, crystal 
with snows, 

Should always hold bottles in 
ready repose. 

Snow is good liquor’s fifth ele- 
ment ; 

No compound without it can give 
content ; 

For weak is the brain, and I 
hereby scout it, 

That thinks in hot weather to 
drink without it. 

Bring me heaps from the Shady 
Valley: 

Bring me heaps 

Of all that sleeps 

On every village hill and alley. 

Hold there, you satyrs, 

Your chuffs and your chatters, 

And bring me ice duly, and bring 
it me doubly, 

Out of the grotto of Monte di 
Boboli. 

With axes and pickaxes, 

Hammers and rammers, 

Thump it and hit it me, 

Crack it and crash it me, 

Hew it and split it me, 

Pound it and smash it me, 

Till the whole mass (for I’m dead 
dry, I think) 

Turns to a cold, fit to freshen my 
drink.” 
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The Bacco in Toscana is much admired for its compound words 
after the Greek fashion; which an Italian, to the surprise of the 
English, can only well venture upon in the mock-heroic. Redi 
has indeed caricatured them, but with great spirit. Bacchus will 
have his wine arcifreddissimo (superultrafrostified) ; his boys 


‘* ._— become savage for 
Greedy-great thirstiness”—. 


(sete grandavida) ; and he calls the Satyrs 


“* Capribarbioornipede famiglia— 
The goatibeardihornyfooted family.” 


In the translation of the following passage, we have endeavoured 
- to grow into a music and fervour, more obvious in some other parts 
of the poem, but highly characteristical of it altogether. 


** La rugiada di rubino, 
Che in Valdarno i colli onora, 
Tanto odora, 
Che per lei suo pregio perde 
La brunetta 
Mammoletta, 
Quando spunta dal suo verde. 
S’ io ne bevo, 
Mi sollevo 
Sovra i gioghi di Permesso, 
E nel canto s) m’ accendo, 
Che pretendo, e mi do vanto 
Gareggiar con Febo istesso. 
Dammi dunque dal boccal d’ oro 
Quel rubino ch’ é ’] mio tesoro: 
Tutto pien d’ alto furore 
Canterd versi d’ amore, 
Che saran viepili soavi, 
E pit grati di quel che é 
Il buon vin di Gersole. 
Quindi al suon d’ una ghironda, 
O d’ un’ aurea cennamella, 
Arianna, idolo mio, 
Loderd tua chioma bionda, 
Loder tua bocca bella. 


“* The ruby dew that stills 


Upon Valdarno’s hills, 

Touches the sense with odour so 
divine, 

That not the violet, 

With lips with morning wet, 

Utters such sweetness from her 
little shrine. 

When I drink of it, I rise 

Over the hillthat makes poets wise, 

And in my voice and in my song, 

Growso sweet and growso strong, 

I challenge Phebus with his 
Delphic eyes. 

Give me then, from a golden 
measure, 

The ruby that is my treasure, my 
treasure ; 

And like to the lark that goes 
maddening above, 

I’ll sing songs of love ! 

Songs will I sing more moving 
and fine, 

Than the bubbling and quafiing 
of Gersole wine. 
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- Gia 8’ avanza in me I’ ardore, 


Gia mi bolle dentro ’1] seno 


, Un veleno, 


Ch’ 2 velen d’ almo liquere. 
Gia Gradivo egidarmato 

Col Fanciullo faretrato 
Infernifoca il mio core : 

Gia nel bagno d’ un bicchiere, 
Arianna, idolo amato, 

Mi vo’ far tuo cavaliere, 
Cavalier sempre bagnato.” 
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. Then the rote shall go round, 


And the cymbals kiss, 

And I'll praise Ariadne, 

My beauty, my bliss ; 

I'll sing of her tresses, ' 

I'll sing of her kisses ; 

Now, now it increases, 

The fervour increases, 

The fervour, the boiling, and ve- 
nomous bliss. 

The grim god of war and the 
arrowy boy 

Double-gallant me with desperate 
joy; 

Love, love, and a fight ! 

I must make me a knight ; 

I must make me thy knight of the 
bath, fair friend, 


. A knight of the bathing that 


knows no end.”’ 


The following, we think, is genuine :-— 


‘* Su, trinchiam rincappellato 
Con granella, e soleggiato : 
Tracanniamo a guerra rotta 
Vin rullato, e a la Sciotta; 

E tra noi gozzovigliando, 
Gavazzando, 

Gareggiamo a chi pit: imbotta; 
Imbottiam senza paura, 

Senza regola, o misura: 
Quando il vino é gentilissimo, 
Digeriscesi prestissimo, 

E per lui mai non molesta 

La spranghetta ne la testa : 

E far fede ne potria 

L’ anatomico Bellini, 

Se de I’ uve, e se de’ vini 

Far volesse notomia.”’ 


** Oh boys, this Tuscan land divine 


Hath such a natural talent for 
wine, 

We'll fall, we’ll fall 

On the barrels and all ; 

We'll fall on the must, we’ll fall 
on the presses, 

We'll make the boards groan with 
our grievous caresses ; 

No measure, I say; no order, but 
riot ; 

No waiting, nor cheating; we'll 
drink like a Sciot : 

Drink, drink, and drink when 
you’ve done ; 

Pledge it, and frisk it, every one ; 

Chirp it and challenge it, swal- 
low it down ; 

He that’s afraid, is a thief anda 
clown. 
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Good wine’s a gentleman ; 

He speedeth digestion all he can: 

No headache hath he, no head- 
ache, I say, 

For those who talked with him 
yesterday. 

If Signor Bellini, besides his apes, 

Would anatomize vines, and ana- 
tomize grapes, 

He’d see that the heart that makes 
good wine, 

Is made to do good, and very 
benign.”’ 


The famous Chianti wine, so much praised by travellers (health 
to the noble company we used to drink it in, on the other side of 
the Ponte Carraia!) is thus eulogized by the Tuscan wit :— 


“* Gusta un po’, gusta quest’ altro 
Vin robusto, che si vanta 
D’ esser nato in mezzo al Chianti, 
E tra sassi 
Lo produsse 
Per le genti pit: bevone 
Vite bassa, e non broncone. 
Bramerei veder trafitto 
Du una serpe in mezzo al petto 
Quell’ avaro villanzone, 
Che per render la sua vite 
Di pid grappoli feconda, 
La ne’ monti del buon Chianti, 
Veramente villanzone, 
Maritolla ad un broncone. 
“* Del buon Chianti il vin decrepito 
*  Maestoso 
Imperioso 
Mi passeggia dentro il core, 
E ne scaccia senza strepito 
Ogni affanno e ogni dolore. 
Ma se giara io prendo in mano 
Di brillante Carmignano, 
Cosi grato in sen mi piove, 


“True son of the earth is Chianti 

wine, 

Born on the ground of a gypsy 
vine 3 

Born on the ground for sturdy 
souls, 

And not the lank race of one of 
your poles : 

I should like to see a snake 

Get up in August out of a brake, 

And fasten with all his teeth and 
caustic 

Upon that sordid villain of a rustic, 

Who, to load my Chianti’s 
haunches 

With a parcel of feeble bunches, 

Went and tied her to one of these 
poles,— ; 

Sapless sticks without any souls ! 

‘* Like a king, 

In his conquering, 

Chianti wine with his red flag goes 

Down to my heart, and down to 
my toes: 
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Ch’ ambrosia e nettar non invidio He makes no noise, he beats no 
a Giove.”’ drums ; 
Yet pain and trouble fly as he 
comes. 
And yet a good bottle of Carmig- 
nan, 
He of the two is your merrier 
man ; 
He brings from heav’n such a rain 
of joy, 
I envy not Jove his cups, old boy.” 
The god ‘proceeds to anathematize water and water-drinkers; 
among whom, by the way, was the poet himself; at least he drank 
very little wine, and was a great diluter of it. The joke on himself 
at the end is very agreeable. 


** Chi ’ acqua beve ‘* He who drinks water, 


Mai non riceve 

Grazie da me. 

Sia pur |’ acqua, o bianca, o fresca, 
O ne’ tonfani sia bruna; 

Nel suo amor me non invesca 
Questa sciocca ed importuna, 
Questa sciocca, che sovente 
Fatta altiera e capricciosa, 
Riottosa ed insolente 

Con furor perfido e ladro 
Terra e ciel mette a soqquadro. 
Ella rompe i ponti e gli argini, 
E con sue nembose aspergini 
Su i fioriti e verdi margini 
Porta oltraggio ai fior’ pil vergini: 
E l’ ondose scaturigini 

A le moli stabilissime, 

Che sarian perpetuissime, 

Di rovina sono origini. 

Lodi pur I’ acque del Nilo 

Tl Soldan de’ Mammalucchi, 

Né P Ispano mai si stucchi 

D’ innalzar quelle del Tago, 
Ch’ io per me non ne son vago. 


I wish to observe 

Gets nothing from me ; 

He may eat it and starve. 

Whether its well, or whether its 
fountain, 

Or whether it comes foaming 
white from the mountain, 

I cannot admire it, 

Nor ever desire it : 

*Tis a fool, and a madman, and 
impudent wretch, 

Who now will live in a nasty ditch, 

And then grown proud, and full 
of his whims, 

Comes playing the devil and curs- 
ing his brims, 

And swells, and tumbles, and 
bothers his margins, 

And ruins the flowers, although 
they be virgins. 

Moles and piers, were it not for 
him, 

Would last for ever, 

If they’re built clever ; 
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E se a sorte alcun de’ miei 

Fosse mai cotanto ardito, 

Che bevessene un sol dito, 

Di mia man lo strozzerei. 

Vadan pur, vadano a svellere 

La cicoria e raperonzoli 

Certi magri mediconzoli, 

Che con P’ acqua ogni mal pensan 
di espellere. 

Io di lor non mi fido, 

Né con essi mi affanno, 

Anzi di lor mi rido, 

Che contanta lor acqua io so ch’ 
egli anno 

Un cervel cos) duro e cosi tondo, 

Che quadrar nol potria né meno in 
pratica 

Del Viviani il gran saper profondo 

Con tutta quanta la sua matematica. 

Da mia masnada 

Lungi sen vada 

Ogni bigoncia 

Che d’ acqua acconcia 

Colma si sta : 

L’ acqua cedrata 

Di limoncello 

Sia sbandeggiata 

Dal nostro ostello. 

De’ gelsomini 

Non faccio bevande, 

Ma tesso ghirlande 

Su questi miei crini. 

De I’ Aloscia, e del Candiero 

Non ne bramo, e non ne chero. 

I Sorbetti, ancorche ambrati, 

E mille altre acque odorose 

Son bevande da svogliati, 

E da femmine leziose. 

Vino vino a ciascun bever bisogna, 

Se fuggir vuole ogni danno : 

E non par mica vergogna 
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But no—its all one with him— 
sink or swim. 

Let the people yclept Mameluke 

Praise the Nile without any 
rebuke ; 

Let the Spaniards praise the 
Tagus ; 

I cannot like either, even for 
negus. 

If any follower of mine 

Dared so far to forget his wine, 

And to drink an atom of water, 

Here’s the hand should devote 
him to slaughter. 

Let your meagre doctorlings 

Gather herbs and suchlikethings ; 

Fellows, that with streams and 
stills 

Think to cure all sorts of ills. 

I’ve no faith in their washery, 

Nor think it worth a glance of 
my eye: 

Yes, I laugh at them for that 
matter, 

To think how they, with their 
heaps of water, 

Petrify their sculls profound, 

And make ’em all so thick and so 
round, 

That Viviani, with all his mathe- 
matics, 

Would fail to square the circle of 
their attics. 


“* Away with all water, 


Wherever I come ; 

I forbid it ye, gentlemen, 

All and some ; 

Lemonade water, 

Jessamine water, 

Our tavern knows none of ’em, 
Water’s a hum. 
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Tra i bicchier’ impazzir sei volte I’ 
anno. 
Io per me son nel caso; 


‘* E sol per gentilezza 
Avallo questo, e poi quest’ altro 


vaso : 

E si facendo, del nevoso cielo 

Non temo il gielo, 

Né mai nel pil gran ghiado m’ 
imbacucco 

Nel zamberlucco, 

Come ognor vi s’ imbacucca 

Da la linda sua parrucca 

Per infino a tutti i piedi 

Il segaligno e freddoloso Redi.’’ 
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Jessamine makes a pretty crown ; 
But as a drink, ’twill never go 
down. 
All your hydromels and flips 
Come not near these prudent lips. 
All your sippings and sherbets, 
Anda thousand such pretty sweets, 
Let your mincing ladies take ’em, 
And fops whose little fingers 
ache ’em. 
Wine! Wine! is your only drink; 
Grief never dares to look at the 
brink : 
Six times a year to be mad with 
wine, 
I hold it no shame, but a very 
good sign. 
I, for my part, take my can, 
Solely to act like a gentleman ; 
And acting so, I care not, I, 
For all the hail and the snow in 
the sky; 
I never go poking, 
And cowering and cloaking. 
And wrapping myself from head 
to foot, 
As some people do, with their 
wigs to boot : 
For example, like dry and shiver- 
ing Redi, 
Who looks like a peruk’d old 
lady.” 


The head of the Deity now begins to turn. He thinks there is 


Per barca in mare 
Verso la sera 
Di Primavera! 


an earthquake, and calls out fora boat. -This reminds him of sum- 
mer-sailing, and he addresses some very musical verses to Ariadne. 


*¢ Oh bell’ andare 


“ Oh what a thing 

’Tis for you and for me, 
On an evening in spring, 
To sail in the sea! 
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Venticelli e fresche aurette The little fresh airs 
Dispiegando ali d’ argento, Spread their silver wings, 
Su P azzurro pavimento And o’er the blue pavement 
Tesson danze amorosette, Dance love-makings. 
E al mormorio de’ tremuli cristalli To the tune of the waters, and 
Sfidano ognora i naviganti ai balli.”’ tremulous glee, 

They strike up a dance to people 

at sea.”’ 


Then ensues a passage which is much admired in Italy, but to 
which, we fear, it is impossible for us to do justice in English. 
Translators however ought not to fear; nor should we distrust at 
any rate a handsome bustle through our version, if we could be 
secure in these northern latitudes of falling upon none but readers 
with good spirits. Cucurrucd is the burden of a popular song, in 
which the singer imitates the voice and actions of a cock. Bacchus 
is now fairly drunk, and divides his slippery speech between his 
mistress and the fancied boatmen. 








‘* Su voghiamo, ** Row, brothers, row, by | 
Navighiamo, We’ll sail and we’ll go, C| 
Navighiamo infino a Brindisi : We'll sail and we'll go, till we | 
Arianna, Brindis, Brindisi : settle in Port— i 
Passavoga, arranca, arranca, Ariadne, in Por—in Port. | | 
Che la ciurma non si stanca, Pull away, pull away, | 
Anzi lieta si rinfranca Without drag or delay : 
Quando arranca inverso Brindisi : No gallants grow tired, but thin / 
Arianna, Brindis, Brindisi : it a sport, 

E se a te Brindisi io fo, To feather their oars till they 
Perché a me faccia il buon pro, settle in Port— 

Ariannuccia, vaguccia, beiluccia, Ariadne, in Por—in Port. 
Cantami un poco, e ricantami tu I’ll give ye a toast, 

Su la manddla la cuccuruci, And then, you know, you, 

La cuccuruci, Arianeeny, my beauty, my queeny, 
La cuccurucil, Shall sing me a little, and play to 
Su la manddla la cuccuruci. me too 

Passavd Onthemanddla, the coocooroocoo, 
Passavd The coocooroocoo, 

Passavoga, arranca, arranca, The coocooroocoo, 

Che la ciurma non si stanca, On the manddla, the coocooroocoo, 
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Anzi lieta si rinfranca, 
Quando arranca 


Quando arranca inverso Brindisi : 


Arianna, Brindis, Brindisi : 

E se a te, 

E se a te Brindisi io fo, 
Perché a me, 

Perché a me, 

Perché a me faccia il buon pro, 
Il buon pro, 

Ariannuccia leggiadribelluccia, 
Cantami un po’, 

Cantami un po’, 

Cantami un poco, e ricantami tu 
Su la vid, 

Su la viola la cuccuruci, 

La cuccuruci, 

Su la viola la cuccuruct.” 


THE COMPANION. 


A long pu 

A strong pu— 

A long pull, and strong pull, and 
pull altogether ! 

Gallants and boaters who know 
how to feather, 

Neverget tired, but think ita sport, 

To feather their oars, till they 
settle in Port— 

Ariadne, in Por—in Port ; 

I’ll give thee a toas— 

I'll give thee a toast—and then, 
you know, you 

Shall give me one too. 

Arianeeny,my quainty,my queeny, 

Sing me, you ro— 

Sing me, you ro— 

Sing me, you rogue, and play to 
me, do, 

On the vid— 

On the vidla, the coocooroocoo, 

The coocooroocoo, 

The coocooroocoo, 

On the vidla, the coocooroocoo.”’ 





From this intoxication the God recovers in a manner a little too 
human, and returning to his cups, finally makes his election among 
the wines, and pronounces Montepulciano to be king of them all. 
For our parts, when in Italy, we should have voted for the wine of 
the place we lived in,—Maiano,—as by far the best of any we ever 
drank, Italian or otherwise; but that was of a select vintage 
belonging to the lord of the ground. We should have preferred 
Aleatico and Chianti wine to Montepulciano; but the scruple 
which we had of the latter was probably none of the best. We 


need not add, that the Tuscan poet ought to know best. “ Fill, 
fill,” cries the Deity— 


** Ognun colmilo, ognun votilo : ‘« Fill, fill, let us all have our will: 
Ma di che si colmera ? But with «what, with what, boys, 
Bella Arianna, con bianca mano shall we fill? 
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Versa la manna di Montepulciano: 

Colmane i] tonfano, e porgilo a me. 

Questo liquore, che sdrucciola al 
core, 

- Ocome I’ ugola e baciami e mor- 
demi! 

O come in lagrime gli occhj dis- 
ciogliemi ! 

Me ne strasecolo, me ne strabilio, 

E fatto estatico vo’ in visibilio, 

Onde ognun, che di Lieo 

Riverente il nome adora, 

Ascolti questo altissimo decreto, - 

Che Bassareo pronunzia, e gli 
dia fe. 

Montepulciano d’ ogni vino é il re. 

A cosi lieti accenti, 

D’edere e dicorimbi ilcrine adorne, 

Alternavano i vanti 

Le festose Baccanti: 

Ma i Satiri che avean bevuto a 
isonne, 

Si sdrajaron su ’ erbetta 

Tutti cotti come monne.” 
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Sweet Ariadne—no, not that one, 
—ah no; 

Fill me the manna of Montepul- 
ciano: 

Fill me a magnum, and reach it 
me.—Gods ! 

How it slides to my heart by the 
sweetest of roads ! 

Oh, how it kisses me, tickles me, 
bites me! 

Oh how my eyes loosen sweetly 
in tears ! 

I’m ravished! I’m rapt! Heav’n 
finds me admissible ! 

Lost in an extacy! blinded! in- 
visible ! 

** Hearken, all earth! 

We, Bacchus, in the might of our 
great mirth, 

To all who reverence us, and are 
right thinkers ;— 

Hear, all ye drinkers ! 

Give ear, and give faith, to our 
edict divine— 

Montepulciano’s the King of all 
Wine. 

‘* At these glad sounds, 

The Nymphs, in giddy rounds, 

Shaking their ivy diadems and 
grapes, 

Echoed the triumph in a thou- 
sand shapes. 

The Satyrs would have joined 
them ; but alas! 

They could’nt; for they lay 
about the grass, 

As drunk as apes.” 
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SPECIMENS OF THE NOTES. 


Sensation oF Prants.—Redi was inclined to attribute a greater 
degree of animation to the vegetable world, than is generally assigned it. 
It is difficult, perhaps impossible, to witness the sensibility of such plants 
as the Mimosa, and not associate with them the idea of sensation. Per- 
haps trees and flowers may receive a sort of dim pleasure from the air and 
sunshine, proportionate to the rest of their share of animal life. The 
stems of the vine look as vital as can well be conceived. I speak of them 
when they are fresh and red, A vineyard in the winter time, full of their 
old, crusty-looking, dry, tortuous long bodies, resembles a collection of 
earthy serpents. Who would suppose, that out of all that apparent 
drought and unfeelingness, were to come worlds of bunches of fruit, 
bursting with wine and joy? 


Srrance Metramorpuoses or Enciish Worps sy Foreigners.— 
The original word for ‘‘ cask ”’ is Bellicone, which is neither more nor less 
than the English word Welcome! ‘ Bellicone,” says Redi, “is a new 
word in Tuscany, and comes from the German, who call it Wilkomd or 
Wilkumb. It is a glass in which they drink to the arrival of their friends. 
The Spaniards have got it, and call it Velicomen,.’’—These transmutations 
remind me of the arrival of my Lord Maryborough, then Mr Wellesley 
Pole, in France ; which was announced to the wondering natives as the 
coming of ‘* Milord Vesteveneypoel” But see a translation of the Tra- 
vels of Redi’s master, Cosmo the Third, in England, which has been lately 
published. The word Vittheal (for Whitehall), which I find in Redi’s 
works, is nothing to what the reader will find there. Aensing'ton is called 
by some such impossibility as Jmhinthorp.* 


* Upon recollection, I think this is in Bassompiere. 
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